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of the dark, and so was surrounded by demons that he
was powerless either to placate or to vanquish. If, de-
siring as he did to be honest, decent, kind, good and
happy, his courage failed, he could call upon nobody,
nothing-but the police. Thus he lived, this man who
went so cosily from his little house to his little office,
more apprehensively, more dangerously, than one of
Edward the Third's bowmen. He touched wood, and
desperately hoped for the best. Just now, it seemed to
be arriving. He was happier than he had been for some
time.

THE morning after Mr. Golspie's departure, two things
happened to Mr. Smeeth. The first seemed of little im-
portance at the time, though afterwards he remembered
it only too well. George rang up from his garage, with a
message from his mother. "She's here now, only she
doesn't fancy herself at the phone," said George. "So
I've got to give you the message. This is it. Do you re-
member her talk about her cousin, Fred Mitty? Well,
he's here in London with his wife. She's just had a letter
from them, and they want her to go round and see them
to-night, somewhere Islington way. She didn't think
you'd want to go."

"No, I don't want to go," Mr. Smeeth told him. "But
that's all right."

"Yes, I know it is," said George, "but the point is this.
She's going there to tea, and she'll be gone some time be-
fore you get home. What she wants to know is this, has
she to leave something for you, she says, or will you have